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To the moſt Excellent and moſt Illuſtrious 
PRINCESS 


4 


Dutcheſs of Monmouth and Bucclugh, Wife to 
the moſt Illuſtrious and High-born Prince 
FAME $ Duke of Monmouth. 


May it pleaſe your Grace, 
2 Favour which Heroick Plays have 
— „1 _— 


them from the Counte- 
dens Bb x they have received 
at Court. 'The moſt 


t Perſons for Wit 
and Honour in the Royal Gircle hav ſo far owned 


have been fo indulgent to 

3 as to allow it no inconſiderable Place. 

Since, therefore, ebb) e 
2 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
the Stage ; ſo, being now more publickly expoſed 
in Print, i it to your Grace's 
Erez who by all knowing Perſons are efteem- 
ipal Ornament of the Court. But 
the which you 1 — the Royal Family, 
t direct the E a Poet to you, 
—— e detain and fix 0 the. Iheh 
tis true, attract the Sight; but it 
up with Pain on Craggy Rocks and Barren Moun- 
tains, and continues not intent on any Object, which 
is wanting in Shades and Greens to entertain it. 
Beauty, in Courts, is ſo neceſſary to the Young, that 
thoſe who are without it, ſeem to be there to no 
other Purpoſe than to wait on the Triumphs of the 
Fair; to attend their Motions in obſcurity, as the 
Moon and Stars do the Sun by Day: Or, at beſt, to 
be the Refuge of thoſe Hearts which others have de- 
ſpiſed ; and, by the Unworthineſs of both, to give 
and take a miſerable Comfort. But as needleſs as 
Beauty is, Virtue and Honour are yet more. The 
Reign of it without their Support is unſafe and ſhort, 
like that of Tyrants. Every Sun which looks on 
Beauty, waſtes it; and, when once it is decaying, 
the Repairs of Art are of as ſhort Continuance, as 
the after Spring, when the Sun is. going further off. 
This, Madam, is its ordinary Fate; but * 
which is accompanied by Virtue, is not ſubject to 
that common Deſtiny. Your Grace has not only a 
long time of Youth in which to flouriſh, but you 
have likewiſe found theWay by an untainted Preler- 
vation of your Honour, to make that periſhable 
Good more laſting. And if Beauty, like Wines, 
could be preſerved by being mix'd, and embodied 
with others of their own Nature, then Grace's 
would be immortal, ſince no Part of E 
ford a Parallel to your 


the 
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the Bleſſings and Prayers of Mankind, you need 
only to be ſeen together: We are ready to conclude 
that you are a Pair of Angels ſent below to make Vir- 
tue amiable in your Perſons, or to fit to gal when 
they would pleaſantly inſtruct the Age, win 

Gentack in the metpeniolt and Mb Shape of 
Nature. But though Beauty be the Theme, on 
which Poets love to dwell, Imuſt be forced to quit it 
as a private Praiſe, ſince you have deſerved thoſe 
which are more publick. For Goodneſs and Hu- 
manity, which ſhine in you, are Virtues which 
concern Mankind : And by a certain Kind of Inte- 
reſt all People in their Commendation, be- 
canſe the Profit of them may extend to many. Tis 
ſo much your Inclination to do Good, that you ſtay 
not to be aſk'd ; which is an Approach ſo nigh the 
Deity, that human Nature is not capable of a nearer. 
*Tis my Happineſs that I can teſtify this Virtue of 
your Grace's by my own Experience; ſince I have 
ſo great an Averſion from ſoliciting Court-Favours, 
thatT am to look on thoſe as very bold, who 
dare rich there without Deſert. But I beg 
your Pardon for aſſuming this Virtue of Mo- 
deſty to myſelf, which the Sequel of this Diſcourſe 
will no way juſtify. For in this Addreſs I have al- 
ready quitted the Character of a modeſt Man, by 
preſenting you this Poem as an Acknowledgment, 
which ſtands in need of your Protection; and 
which ought no more to be eſteem'd a Preſent, than 
it is accounted Bounty in the Poor, when be- 
ſtow a Child on ſome wealthy Friend, who will bet- 
ter breed it up. Off-ſprings of this Nature are like 
to be ſo numerous with me, that I muſt be forced to 
ſend ſome of them abroad ; only this is like to be 
more fortunate than his Brothers, becauſe I have 
landed him on an Hoſpitable Shore. Under your 
Cad add; 

3 . 
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wo 1 — - 
himſelf at 1 t; i 
your Grace's Feet; payin 157 


will conſider him as an 


other Eloquence 
from his Simplicity, then wharkb Griefs have fur- 
niſh'd him wi His Story is, the 


greateſt, which was ever repreſented in a Poem of 
this Nature; (the Action of it including the Diſco- 
very and Conqueſt of a new World.) it I have 
neither wholly follow'd the Truth of the Hiſtory, 
nor al left it : But have taken all the Li- 
berty of a Poet, to add, alter, or diminiſh, as I 
thought might beſt conduce to the Beautifying of my 
Work : It being not the Buſineſs of a Poet to repre- 
ſent Hiſtorical Truth, but Probability. But I am 
not to make the Juftification of this Which I 


Your Grace's moſt Obedient 
ind moſt Obliged Servant, 


Jonx Dxvpss. 


PROLOGUE 


LMIGHTY Criticks! <vhom our Indians here 
Worſhip, juſt as they do the Devil, for Fear ; 
In reœ rence to em Pow'r, I come this Day 

To give you timely Warning of our Play. 

The Scenes are old, the Habits are the ſame 

We wore laft Year, before the Spamards came. 
Now if you flay, the Blood that fball be ſhed 

From this poor Play, be all en your Head. 
We neither promiſe you one Dance, or Show, 
Then Plat and Language they are wanting too * 
But you, kind Wits, will thoſe Ait Faults excuſe ; 
Thoſe are the common Frailties of the Muſe ; 
Which who obſerves, be buys bis Place too dear - 
Fer "tis your Buſineſs to be ce - Bere. 

They take more Pains ts pleaſe themſehves the leſs. 
As ftill miſtake them ſelves into a Jef; 

Such eafie Judges, that our Poet may 

Himſelf admire the Fortune of bis Play: 

And arrogantly, as bis Fellows ab, 
Think be writes well, becauſe be pleaſes you. 
This he conceives not hard to bring about, 

If all of you would join to belp bim out. 

Would each Man take but what be underſtands, 
Aud leave the reft upon the Per Hand. 


As4 Dramatis 
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INDIAN MEN. © 
MoxTEzuma, Emperor of Mexic. - 
Opmax, his eldeſt Son. 


Guyomas, his younger Son. 


OrBzLLAn, Son of the — IaI—es | 
High Prieſt of the Sun. 2 


= © = 2 © om | 


— 


Cybakla, MonTezuma's Da 


— } "Queen and — ua to the late Indian 


Alzen, 
SPANIARDS. 
CoxTez, the Spaniſh General. 


22 Commanders under him. 


PizakxRo, 


Scene Mexico, and two Leagues about it. 
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ACT EF 
SCENE, A pleaſant Indian Country. 


Enter Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro, with Spaniards 
and Indians of their Party. 


CorrTe2z. 


N what new happy Climate are we thrown, 
So long kept ſecret, and fo lately known; 
As if our old World modeſtly withdrew, 
And N in private, had * ** 


.. Cor, Wine, and Oil are wanting to this Gosse, 
with our Countries fruitfully abound : 
- As if this Infant World, yet unarray'd, 
Naked and bare, in Nature's Lap were laid. 
No uſeful Arts have yet found footing here; 
as aa * 4 
A's 971. 
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SCENE U. A Temple. 


The High Prieft with other Prieft. To them an Indian. 


9 Montezuma, his eldeft Son Odmar, his hter 
Sin _— Alibech, Orbellan, rain. 


themſehves. 
High Pr. On Birth-day while we ſing 
Ton Gita wenn 


Tg - 


A Beauty fo deſerving do be Queen, 
As fair Almeria. 


r 
But in ber took unmanly Pride. 

- Mlb. Since Montezuma will his Choice renew, 
In dead Orazia's Room dleQing you, Till 
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*T will pleaſe our Mother's Ghoſt that you ſucceed 
To all the Glories of her Rival's Bed. 
Alm. K 
The Indian Queen will be more pleas d, to know 
That J his Scorns on him, — nary fg pay. 
Orb. Would you could right her ſome more noble Way. 
[She turns to him cube is kneeling all this . 
Mont. — — 
ng. 
And what moves Heav'n, I hope may make you kind. 
Alm. Heav'n may be kind, the Gods uninjurd live, 
And Crimes below coſt little to forgive. 
By thee, inhuman, both my Parents dy d; 
One by thy Sword, the other by thy Pride. 
Mont. My — 2 — 
Yet I muſt . | 


„ 1 
Alm. As much as what = found fram you. 
{ſhall meet; 


Mont. Your Mother'sWrong aR 
I lay my Sceptre at her Daughter's Feet. 

Alm, He, bo ſens — 
Would call me Queen, and Pow'r away 

Odm. Can he hear this, and not his Fetter break ? 
Is Love ſo pow'rful, or his Soul fo weak? . 
Tul fright her from it. Madam, thou 2 25 | 
The King is kind, I hope your Mode | 
Will know, what Diſdanes wi to the Crown is due. 

Alm. Diſtance and Modeſty preſcrib'd by you? 


Odm. Almeria dares not think ſuch Thou ts as theſe. 
Alm. She dares both think and act what | ſhe 


pleaſe. b 
TU below me on his ase 
But when I do, you ſhall Petition it. | 
Odm. If, Sir, " Mneria hes your Bed — : 
SFK — 
Ment. When Parents Loves are order'd by a Son, 
Let — ITuge, T keep their Fountains where to run. 
E my Duty ſtill, 

Not rule your wel hk but Dürnd your Win | 
Mont. aal Uſe of Reaſon in te Prince.is bon, 
Who follows others, and neglects his own. 2 
[Almeria ts Orbellan and Alibech, who are this 
while whiſpering to ber. Alm. 
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Alm. No, he ſhall ever love, and always be 
r 
the laſting Torment of his Life, 
You muſt not be his but his Wife. 
Few know what Care an Huſband's Peace 
His real Griefs, and his diſſembled Joys. 
Alm. What Mark of Vengeance 
If I to break his Qui my own! . [ſhown, 
Orb. A Brother's Life upon your Love relies, 


Since I do Homage to Cydaria's Eyes: 

How can her F to my Hopes be kind, 

If in your Heart, anary ple find? . 
Alm. To fave your Life I'll ſuffer — ns 

Yer Fil not latter this rempeſtuous King 

But work his ſtubborn 


And, if he love, Fl force bim to obey. | | | 
I take this Garland, — ou, [To Mom. 
But as my Merit, and my Beauty's 

As for the Crown that you, my Slave, poſſeſs, 
To ſhare it with you would but make me leſs. 


Enter Guyomar baftily. 
Odm. My Brother G / methinks I py | 
Haſte in his and Wonder in his Eye. 
Men. 1 ſent thee to the Frontiers, quickly tell 
The Cauſe of thy Return, are all things well ? 
Guy. I went, in order, Sir, to your 
To view the utmoſt Limits of the Land: 
To that Sea-ſhore where no more World is found, 
But foaming Billows breaking on the Ground, 
Where, for a while, {4 4-H nnd 
But diſtant Skies that in the Ocean ſe 


Tae Tubes which ol the Watkrs flew, 
Wings 


14 The Indian EMPERoR. 
Wi 
ings on 


Came they alive or 

Guy. Alas! they lived too ſure, I heard them roar: 
All turn'd their Sides, and to each other ſpoke, 
I faw their Words break out in Fire and Smoke. 
Sure 'tis their Voice that thunders from on high, 


Or theſe the Brothers of the Sky. 
Deaf with the Noi an fopport the Fight 
can tupport | 
2 —— 


bearded Men in floating Caftles land. 

J fear it is of dire Portent. 
Mont. —— Go fee 

What it fore-ſhows, and what the Gods decree. 

Mean Time we to what Rites remain. 
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Guy. It ſeems my Soul then mov d the quicker Pace 
Yours firſt ſer out, mine reach her in the Race. 5 
Mont. „your Choice I cannot diſapprove; 

Nor juſtly, Guyomar, can blame your Love. 
To Alibech alone refer your Suit, 
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Beſides you warn'd me ſtill of loving two, 
Can I love him, already loving you. | 
Enter a Guard haflily. 


Mont. You look amaz d, as if ſome ſudden Fear, 
Had ſeiz d your Hearts; is any Danger near? 

1 Guard. Behind the Covert where this Temple kana, 
Thick as the Shades, there iſſue 
Of ambuſh'd Men, whom by thr Armed Drf 
To be Taxallan Enemies I 

2 Guard. The Temple, Sir, is almoſt t round. 

Mont. Some ſpeedy wa — found. 
Make to the Gig by the Poſtern Gate, 

PI either force my Victory, or Fate; 

A glorious Death in Arms Pl! rather prove, 

Than ſtay to periſh tamely by my Love. 

An Alarm within. Enter Montezuma, Odmar, Gu 
mar, Alibech, Orbellan, Cydaria, Almeria, as purſued 
4 Taxallans. 

Mont. No Succour from the Town ? 

Od. None, none is nigh. 

_ Guy. We are inclos d, and muſt refolve to die. 
Mont. Fight for Revenge, now Hope of Life is paft ; 

But one Stroke more, and that will be my laft. 


Enter Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro, to the Taxallans : 
Cortez flays them, juſt falling on. 
Cort. Contemn'd ? my Orders broke ew n in my Sight! 


Did I not ſtrictly charge ſhould not Fight ? 
. [To bis Indians. 


Ind. Your Choler, General, does unjuſtly riſe, 
To ſee your a> 10 own, — 
would 


F 
The ſt and cruel Foes we have 
Are whom you i ſave. 
ambuſh'd Men, behind their Temple laid, 
e have the King of Mexico betray d. 
Cert. Where, baniſt'd Virtue, wilt thou ſhew thy Face, 
If n infects th oy Sig — WT ; 
Diſmiſs — e, 
Know I oe ew; ant 
_ tad. 
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defends, 
Name of Friends : 


Clemency 


refuxd the 


F 
Vncil they have te 


abies. than for 


our Spaniards by 
Oran oe do net 


> 


A6 


en fire 
re 


= 


» At 


15 | 
E 


nly Race, 


\ of 


hea 


born of 


h 


and 


by Node wi 


thou art that cruel God, whoſe Eyes 


Ment. 
Son of the 
Cort. 
1 
f then 
ght in 


Ang 


your Weſtern Shore; 
hither led by Fame, 


RN 


Net . C and 
Ambaſſador of Peace, 


Choice I came; 


Not 


Or Herald of a War, i 


doſt thou theſe Offers 
the Fifth, the World's moſt potent 


Mont. Whence or from whom 


? 


. Cort. From Char 


Prince, and one of little Fame, 


King. 
petty 


For to this Hour I never heard 


his Name. 


And 


of the World I know, 
3 


of 


N. Er and th 
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t. 


Mont. But ſay, hat News, what Offers doſt thou bring 


From ſo remote, and ſo unknown a King ? 


[bile Vaſq. ſpeaks, Cort. ſpies the Ladies and gen them, 


entertaining 
in's mi 


Cydaria with Courtſbip in dumb Show. 
ar e n 


lar, 
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Oda. But who are thoſe tha: Truth muſt 
Within the Confines of my Father's State ? 
Vaſg. Religious Men, who hither muſt be ſent 
As awful Guides of heave Government ; 


injure Heav'n, and when its W is due, 


Y ves gens it how to puniſh you. 
Odm. Numbers of theſe holy Men muſt come ? 
Piz. You ſhall not want, each Village ſhall have ſome ; 
Who, tho' the al Dignity they own, 
Are equal to it, and on none. 
Guy. Depend on none! you treat them ſure in State, 
For tis their Plenty does their Pride create. | 


Firſt, 
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Firſt, to preſerve this ancient State and me, 
But if your Doom the Fall of both Decree, 
Grant only he who has ſuch Honour ſhown, 
When I am Duſt, may fill my empty Throne. 

Cort. To make me ier than that Wiſh can do, 
Lies not in all your Gods to grant, but you ; 

Let this fair Princeſs but ohe Minute ſtay, 
A Look from her will your — pay. 
[Exeunt Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, Orbellan, 
.Almeria, and Alibech. 

Mont. to Cyd. Your Duty in yourquick Return be ſhown. 
Stay you, and wait my Daughter to the Town. 
Cydaria is but * 
[ ng, but turns upon 

Ben «10 Fhaking an bor all thi webile 
Cyd. 4 My Faters go and yet I cannot go, 
have ing loſt or left behind! [Afde. 
Cort. Like Travellers who wander in the Snow, 
T on her Beauty gaze till I am blind. 


Cyd. Thick Breath,” qui uick Pulſe, line of 
Heart, , 


of ſome unwonted Change appear: 


to depart, 
yet I knuw uut why I would be here. 
Then I go e apa) 


But my will much more juſt appear, - 
Who ban oe World wes — 
| And to your conquering Eye es have loſt it here. 
Gd. bo, orld from whence you 
came 
Cort. Beyond the Ocean, far from hence it lies. 
Od. Your other World, I fear, is then the ſame 
That Souls m ah go th when the Doty Body dies. 
But what's the Cauſe here with me ? 
Thee] ws ove hs 


Corr. Love which WR” 
Mine is 2 
If you can be fo juſt as I am true. 


Enter 
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Enter Orbellan. 


Orb. Your Father wonders much at your Delay. 
d. So a Wonder for fo ſmall a ſtay ! 
rb. He has commanded you with me to go. - 

d. Has he not ſent to bring the Stranger too? 

Orb. If he To-morrow dares in Fight appear, 

His high plac'd Love perhaps may colt him dear. 

Cort. Dares—that Word was never ſpoke to Spaniard 


Bur forfeitld his Life who gave him it; 
Haſte quickly with th Pledge of Safety hence, 
7 Guilt's by her Innocence. 
5d. Sure in ſome fatal Hour my Love was born, 
80 ſoon o'ercaſt with Abſence in the Morn ! 
Cort. Turn hence thoſe Glories of your Eyes, 
> went oy io. GO 
weak my Virtue, g appear 
I ſhall turn Raviſher to keep you here. [Exeunt omnes. 


ACT.EL SCENE L 
SCENE the Macician's Cave. 


Enter Montezuma, and High Prisft. | n 
O T chat I fear the utmoſt Fate can do, 
Come I th' Event of doubtful War toknow, 
Death are things indifferent. 
So 


Mont. 


For Life 
Each to be choſe as either 
My Motive from a nobler Ca 


Love rules my Heart, and is 
Tones dee ts hint td ink 


Than all that Heav'n has for my State 
High Pr. tr Any powerful Charms which — can 


ru fore the Gods 0 ell what you demand 
CHARM 


—— 


* 
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e aſcends all in white, in ape of a Weman, and 
* i} Kal. 1 bofd and ſev within the Book of Fate, 


Where many Days. 4 how'r, 


| If you were r 
n TE * 


i feel my Hair grow tiff, my E 

Thix th only rm ou fake wy Sou | | 
Ghoſt. The Hopes ceſsleſi Love | 

bn fo bh fs . "oe 

| For thoſe woho here on Earth their Futon | 

By Death for Love, recejvt their Right | 


Why daft thou then delay Arms? 


becomes your Duty and your Love. 
But think you he will come ? their Camp is near 
knows I —— n 
r 
| ly he is here. a1: @ 7 8 £028 ECT 0 j 
Methinks like two black Storms on either Hand, 


* 
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This only Space betwixt the Clouds is clear, 


| Where you, like Day, broke looſe from both appear. 


Gd. Thoſe cloſing Skies might ſtill continue bright, 


But who can help it if you'll make it Night? 


The Gods have given you Power of Life and Death, 
. Ie 4 

O Wer to ather diſpoſe, 
Twas in his Choice to make ts Friends or Foes. 


Alib. * — ine ſtill excuſe, 
off ring Terms the —— yo 
ſuch as theſe your hard Conditions are, 


You threaten Peace, and yet invite a War. 

Core. If for myſelf to conquer here I came, 
Kos, - 1» 7 hemp 22 
Now I am and am not to Di 


My Prince's Orders, but to execute. 


Alib. He, who his Prince fo blindly does obey, 
To keep his Faith his Virtue throws away. 

Core. Monarchs ma — 2 — 
Judge their ill Acts, they would diſpute their beſt. 

Then all Care is for your Prince I ſee, 

Your Truth to him out-weighs your Love to me ; 
You may ſo cruel to deny me prove, 
But never after that pretend to Love. 
| Core. Command my Life, and I will ſoon obey, 
To fave my Honour I my Blood will pay. 
2 is this Honour which does Love controul ? 


Cyd. Lay down that Burden if it painful grow 
You'll find, without it, Love will lighter go. 
Cort. Honour once loſt is never to be found. 
Alib. Pe he looks to have both Paſſions crown'd. 
Firſt dye his in a purple Flood, 
by. the Da 1 ns 
| Edge ar Battle 
And ſpare her Father's Subjects for her ſake. _ 
1 
; 
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Cort. I till To-morrow will the Fight delay, 
Remember you have conquer'd me to Day. 


s all you have urg'd before, 
Honour could not give this, or<an gi = 


—— — 
* u 

Not draw an Arrow in this fatal Striſe, g 

For fear its Point ſhould reach your noble Life. 


y 
umph but a Lover's Name ; 


Men can but ſay, Love did his Reaſon blind, 
And Love's the nobleſt Frailty of the Mind. 


Draw off my Men, the War's 

Piz. Your Orders come too late, the Fight's begun, 
The Enemy gives on with Fury led, | 
And e Orvellen combats in their Head. 

Cort. He juſtly fears a Peace with me would 
Of ill Concernment to his haughty Love: 
Retire, fair Excellence, Igo to meet 
New Honour, but to lay it at your Feet. 

[Exeunt Cortez, Vaſquez and Pizarro. 


Enter Odmar and Guyomar to Alibech and Cydaria. 
Odm. Now, Madam, fince a Danger does 


Alih. ——=Briefly then to both, 
One I in ſecret Love, the other loath ; 


The Inpran Erno!“ 17 
But where I hate, uy I will not ſhow, 
ww! Lg ſhall never know ; 
True Worth gain me, 1 
Deſert, not Fancy, once a Woman 
He who in Fight his ſhall oppoſe 
With moſt Succeſs againſt his Country's Foes, 
From me ſhall all that we 


receive 
That Valour merits, or that can give : 
"Tis true my and Fears are all for one, 


But Hopes and Fears are to myſelf alone. 

Let him not ſhun the Danger of the Strife, 

I but his Love, his Country claims his Life. 
Odm. All Obſtacles my Courage ſhall remove. 
2 fall on. | 

——— For Li 


Guy. ——For Love. [Exeunt, the Women following. 
SCENE E changes te the Indian Country. 


Enter Montezuma attended by the Indians. | 
Mont. Charge, charge, their Ground the faint Tax- 


Id, 

Bold in cloſe Ambuſh, baſe in open Field : 

The envious Devil did my Fortune wrong: 

Thus Fought, thus Conquer d I, when I was young; ¶ Exit. 


Alarm. Enter Cortez bloody. 


Cort. Furies purſue theſe falſe Taxallan Flight? 
Dare they be Friends to us, and dare not Fight? 
What Friends can Cowards be, what 
Of help from ſuch, who where they hate ſhow Fear! 


Enter Pizarro and Vaſquez. 
Piz. The Field grows thin, and thoſe that now remain, 
a, dry 3 | ot 7 

aſq. The fierce old King is vaniſh'd from the Place, 

And in a Cloud of Duſt purſues the Chaſe. 
Cort. Their eager Chaſe diſorder d does appear, 

Command our Horſe to charge them in the rear; [To Piz. 

You to our old Caffilian Foot retire, I o Vaſq. 
Who yet ſtand firm, and at their Backs give Fire. 
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Odmar and , 7 ö 
Enter a 8 meeting each other in 


Thou leſs than Woman in the ſhape of Man? 
Guy. Where I have done what may thy Envy move, 
Things worthy of my Birth, and of my Love. 
Odm. Two bold Taxallans, with one Dart I flew, 
And left it ſticking ere my Sword I drew. 
Guy. I ſought not Honour on fo baſe a Train, 
Such Cowards by our Women may be ſlain ; 
I felld a Man of bearded Face, 
His Limbs all cover'd with a ſhining Caſe : 
So wond'rous hard, and fo ſecure of 
It made my Sword, tho edg'd with Flint, rebound. . 
Odm. I kilf'd a double Man, the one half lay 


Upon the Ground, a, = — 
£o nt 


Enter Montezuma out of Breath, with him Alibech 
an Indian. 


Mont. All's loſto—— 
Our Foes with Lightning and with Thunder fight, 


Souls 
Luft of Por 


That 


Enter Vaſquez and Pizarro with Spaniards. 
Vaſ Pizarro, I have hunted hard to Day 


Into our Toils the nobleſt of the Prey ; 
Seize on the and him your Pris ner m 
While Iin kind Revenge my Taker take. | 
with two goes to attack the King, Vaſ- 
quez with andther to ſeize Alibech. 


Guy, 
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Guy. Their is alike, whom ſhall I free? 

Oqdm. Tu follow S 
Guy. 1 
nas fon Vague 88 D 


— Lag urs i. — 
give gave, 
Mine is well loft, if 1 your Life can thve. 15 
[Montezuma fights off, Guyomar making bis 
retreat, 
Guy. . e 
Stay, R ma 


116 — * oy is ſeiꝝ d behind and taken. 


And — 2 guarded be. 
4 — ſets the Valiant free. 
[Exit Guyomar with Guard.. 
1 2 and bravely was it fought, 
our General in t Danger ſought ; 
ano benny — 
And in a Crowd th' unequal Combat ſhun. - 


Enter Cones Cydaria, who crying, and 
— IE _ 
Cort. Man's Force is fruitleſs, and your Gods would 


fail, 
To fave the City, but 2 — 
Fll of r 
Thoſe ms dhe had anne ger — 
Cyd. Heav'n has of RV; 
Where boundick Poor dwelhi 2 W 
Your Serth Honors dons the Warkd exert. 
Cort. Our Hanonr dow the Word ena, = 


1 Wa practiſe there to win a Heart, 
; Strange Ways you pra you *tis Art. 
* Love is with us as natural as here, 


29 


and Folly but delay their Cure 
Ge What 


8 


# 
Vow, g 


. 
- 


how ? 


court the Senſe : 


little Eloquence, 
— 
wo; 


Cort. With Feaſts and Muſick, 44 Delight, 


Men treat their Ears, their Palates, and their 
in a Crowd they woo, 


of Paſſion can 
is but m 


are not truſted when the 
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and Trains, 
y 


= 


to move the Soul, 


14111 
TER 


When true Felicit 


Cd. Your Gallants fure have 


With Þ 


Their Oaths and Vows are cautiouſly believ'd, 


For few there are but have been once deceiv'd. 


30 
Faili 


14.3 
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Cyd. That ſhe no longer loves, brings no Relief, 
Your Love to her ſtill lives, and that's my Grief. 

Cort. The Object of Deſire once ta en away, 
Tis then not Love but Pity which we pay. 

Cd. Tis ſuch a Pity I never have, 
When I muſt lie forgotten in the Grave; 
I meant to have oblig'd you when I dy'd, 
love none beſide. 


You till repeat the Greatneſs of your Grief. 


If that was great, how great was the Relief ? 
firſt Love ſtill 


f 
=; 


: 


R 


97 


IT) 


i j x ji 
T1 If - * 18h 
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Yet I was free, and you, it ſeems, a 
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If as a Victor you the brave 
Succeſsleſs then may Reward: 
And I, returning ſafe, may juſtly boaſt 

To win the Prize which my dear Brother loſt. 


„ Fl — 3 * nh are brave, 


Y 
fair Alibech, —— 
turn d with Renown. 
"Flight bis muſt be won, 
the Prize becauſe he beſt did run. 

Alb. and your Fhght was 
— . [wiſe, 
oy nr EAT Choice decide, 88 

1 
u 
My Br 


ſtice already does Right approve 
n. 
. 
22 ＋ water Ss oy read} ey 

Guy. ſhe did to herſelf prefer, 
Him who fought not who defended her; 
Since ſhe her Intereſt for the Nation's wav'd, 
Then I, who fav'd the King, the Nation fav'd; 


' Your aiding her, n ere 


I aiding him, did 
Odm. Name it no more, in Love isa Time 
2 ˖ (L Crime; 
She to her Country's Uſe refign'd your Sword, 
22 kind Lover, took at ber Word; 
on did your Duty to your Love prefer, 
—ü— x" not from her. 


Guy. 
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Guy. In acting what my Duty did require, 
"Twas hard for me to quit my own 
That fought for ber, which when I did ſubdue, 
"T'was much the eafier Taſk I left for ou. 

Alib. 
And Guyomar's was ter, or was none; 
Which I ſhould chuſe ſome God dire& my Breaſt, 
The certain Good, or the uncertain Beſt : 

I cannot chuſe, both diſpute in vain, 
Time and your future Acts muſt make it plain; 
Firſt raiſe the Siege Siege, and ſet your Country free, 
I not the Judge but the Reward will be. 


To them, Enter Montezuma talking with Almeria and 
Orbellan. 


Mont. Madam, I think with Reaſon I extol 

The Virtue of the Spanif6 General; 

When all the Gods our Ruin have foretold, 

Vet generouſly he does his Arms with-hold, 

And offering Peace the firſt Conditions make. 
Alm. When Peace is offer'd tis too late to take; 

DDr 

Were we o'ercome, what could they worſe impoſe ? 

Ga, go, with Homage our Victors meet, 

Go lye like beneath your Maſter's Feet, 

Got ban Slaves to dig their Mines, 

And groan for Gold which now in Temples ſhines ; 

Your ſhameful Story ſhall record of me, 

The Men all crouch'd, and left a Woman free. 
Guy. Had I not foy X 

1 my | ſuſpeRted Counſel ſhould refrain: 

For I wiſh Peace, and any Terms prefer 

Before the laſt Extremities of War. 

We but exaſp rate thoſe we cannot harm, 

And fighting gains us but to die more warm: 

If that de Candi, which dares not ſee 


* 
. 
— 323 — — 
- " * 


* 
” 
* 
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But now our Foes with leſs Advantage fight, 
Their Strength decreaſes with our Indians Fright. 

Mont. This noble Vote does with my Wiſh comply, 
Jam for War. 

Alm. And ſo aml. 

Orb. —— And L 

Mont. Then ſend to break the Truce, and ll take care 
To chear the Soldiers and for Fight 

[Exeunt Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar and Alibech. 

Alm. toOrb. Tis now the Hour which all to reſt allow, 


And Sleep fits hea 1 — __ 
ts every ; | 
In this dark Silence ſoftly leave the Town, 
[Guyomar returns and hears them. 


And to the Generals Tent, 'tis quickly known, 
Direct your Steps: You may diſpatch him ftrait, 
Drown'd in his Sleep, and eaſie for his Fate: 
Beſides, the Truce will make the Guards more ſlack. 
Orb. Courage which leads me on, will bring me back : 
But I more fear the Baſeneſs of the Thing: 
Remorſe, you know, bears a perpetual Sting. 
Alm. For mean Remorſe no Room the Valiant finds, 
tance is the Virtue of weak Minds ; 
t keeps them doubtful ſtill, 
repent of Good who can of Ill; 
: makes ill Actions good, 
Pity ſpares a Rivabs Blood ; 
You ſhall about it ſtrait [Exeunt Alm. and Orb. 
Guy. 


Would betra 
His (eeping Virtue, by . Way! 
And yet this Spaniard is our Nation's Foe, 
I wiſh him dead — but cannot wiſh it ſo; 
Either my Country never muſt be freed, 
Or I conſenting to ſo black a Deed. 
Would Chance had never led my Steps this Way, 
Now if he dies, I murther him, not they ; 
Something muſt be reſoly'd ere tis too late, 
He gave me Freedom, Tl! prevent his Fate. [Exit Guy. 


SCENE I. A Canp. 


Enter Cortez. alone in a Night-gown. 


Corr. All Things are huſb'd as Nature's ſelf lay dead, 
The Mountains ſeem to nod their drowſie Head; The 


"Tis fooli 
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The little Birds in Dreams their Songs repeat, 

— ing Flowers beneath the Night-dew ſweat; 
vn 

Reſt to my Soul, and 

Three Days I 


Tis fre the Noe of 


Enter Orbellan flying in the Dark, his Sword drawn. 


Grb. Betray'd ! purſu'd! O whither ſhall I fly ? 
See, ſee, the juſt Reward of Treachery ; 
I'm ſure among the Tents, but know not where, 
Ev'n Night wants Darkneſs to ſecure my Fear. 


[Comes near Cortez who bears him. 
Cort. Stand, ＋ — 
Orb. —— Alas, what ſhall I ſay! [Afede. 


A poor Taxallan that miſtook his way, [To him. 
And wendes in the Tema of the dighe 
2 thou ſeem'ſt afraid, whence comes thy 
| right 
Orb. The Inſolence of Spaniards. caus'd my Fear, 
Who in the dark purſu d me entring here. 
Cort. Their Crimes ſhall meet immediate Puniſhment, 
But ſtay thou ſaſe within the General's Tent. 
Orb. Still worſe and worſe. 
Cort. — Fear not, but follow me, 
Upon my Life Fll ſet thee fafe and free. 
{Cortez leads bim in, and returns. 
To bim Vaſquez, Pizarro, and Spaniards with Torches. 
 Yaſg. O Sir, thank Heaven, and your bravelndianFriend, 
That you are ſafe, Orbellan did intend 
— BY 


But far way bent. 
Pix. Tr inraged Soldiers fer, nn 


The Invian EmetRoR. 37 


With lighted Torches, and in Love to you, 
With deer Vows bis hated Lf pr 
asg. Thi does, fince he came, relate, 
Thai the old King, after a long Debate, 
n ſtreſs blindly led, 
given Cydaria to Orbellan's Bed. 
Cort. Vaſquez, the truſty Slave with you retain, 


Retire a while, TII call you back 
[Exeunt Vaſa, and Pix. 
Cortez at bis Tent Door. 

Cort. Indian, come forth, your Enemies are gone, 
And I, Ir here alone. 

Enter Orbellan holding his Face afide. 
You hide your Face, as you were ſtill afraid, 
Dare you not look on him who gave you aid? 
Orb. Moon fl behind ſome Cloud, fome Tempeſt riſe 
And blow out all the Stars that light the Skies, 
To ſhrowd my Shame. 


Cort. 3 
And hide your 5 y- cot ke; 
T know my Rival and his black Defign. 
Orb. Forgive it as my Paſſion's Fault, not mine. 
Cort. In your Excuſe your Love does little ſay, 
You might — have took a fairer Way. 


” 


Orb. 'Tis true my Paſſion ſmall Defence can make, 
Yet you muſt ſpare me for your Honour's fake ; 
That was engag'd to ſet me ſaſe and free. 


. 
Something Fll do, both for and 3 

With vow'd Soldiers ſearch each Tent, 
If thou art ſeen, none can thy Death ent; 
Follow my Steps with Silence and with Haſte. 


They go out, the Scene changes to the Indian Country, they 
urn. 


38 The Indian EMPEROR. 
Orb. Let it be expreſt, 
I am in Haſte. 
Cort. —— Tl write it in your Breaſt— 
Orb. What means a Rival? 
Cort. Either fig 
I'll not — > too bigh ; 
I fav'd your Li it 1 can, 
Cydaria or be for the braveſt " 
On equal Terms you ſhall your Fortune try, 
Take this, and lay your flint-edg'd Weapon by ; 


Gives him a Sword. 
Ill arm you for my Glory, and 
No Palm, but what's to manly Virtue due. 
Fame with my Conqueſt, ſhall my Courage tell, 
= ſhall gain by placing Love fo well. 
Orb. Fighting with you ungrateful 1 2 
| hide thy Fear: 


[Dranvs. 


MW... —— t 2282 would” 
hou would'ſt poſſeſs th ve at thy Return, 
And in her Arms my — Virtue —4 
Orb. Since we muſt fight, no longer let's delay, 
The Moon ſhines clear, and makes a Day. 
Hand, 


[They fight, Orbellan is wounded in the 
| bis Sword falls out of it. 
Cort. To Courage, ev'n of Foes, there's Pity due, 
It was not I, but Fortune vanquiſh'd you ; 
[ Throws bis Sword again. 
Thank me with that, and fo diſpute the Prize, 
As if 4 
Y not —— 
You gave me not this Sword to yield, but fight ; 
[He firives to bold it, but cannot. 
But ſee where has forc'd its bloody way, 
My wounded my Heart does ill obey. 
Core. Unlucky Honour that controul ſt my Will! 
Why have I vanquiſh'd, fince I muſt not kill? 
Fate ſees thy Life lodg'd in a brittle Glaſs, 
And looks it through, but to it cannot 
Orb. can do is frankly to con 
1 wiſh I could, but cannot love herleſs ; 
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And in my wretched Caſe 'twill be more juſt 

Not to have promiſed, than deceive your Truſt. 

Know, if I hve once more to ſee the Town, 

In bright Cydaria's Arms my Love Tl crown. 

Core. In ſpite of that I give thee Liberty, 

And with th Pecken taxes thy Honour free, 

But to thy-Wiſhes move a ſpeedy Pace, 

Or Death will ſoon o ertake thee in the Chaſe. 

To Arms, to Arms, Fate ſhows my Love the Way, 

Tl force the City on thy nuptial Day. [Exeunt ſeverally. 
SCENE III. Mexico. 


Enter Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, Almeria. 
Mont. It moves my Wonder that in two Days ſpace 
This early Famine ſpreads ſo ſwift a Pace. 
Odm. Tis, Sir, the general Cry, nor ſeems it ſtrange, 
The Face of Plenty ſhould fo fwittly change; 
This City never felt a Siege before, 
But from the Lake ati its daily Store, 


Which now ſhut up, and Millions crowded here, 
Famine will ſoon in Multitudes 


Mont. The more the Number, il the greater Shame. 
Alm. What if ſome one ſhould ſeek immortal Fame, 


By ending of the Siege at one brave Blow ? 
Mone. That wn os y! 


Yet it may 


What Ke Spaniſh General ſhould be ſlain? 
uſt Heav'n I hope 


ordain. Ade. 
442, I dan by Tres. 1 12 ns Death. * 
. 


O dn. Orbellan ſeems in haſte, and out of Breath. 
Mont. Orbellan, welcome, you are early here, 
A Bridegroom's haſte does in your Looks appear. 
to ber Brother. 


Alm. Betray'd! no, *rwas thy Cowardiſe and Fear, 
He had not ſcap'd with Life, had I been there; ; 
Ea des ad a brave Deſign, 

ce pour 
Euer Alibech and Cydaria. 


| Alb. O Sir, ven Thy canebid your rent, 
Let is be now 10 your own Blood 


L 
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beauteous Daughter drowns her Sight, 
that fall in dead of Night. 
Cyd. To your Commands I ftrift Obedience owe, 
And my laſt Act of it I come to ſhow; 
I want the Heart to die before your Eyes, 
Alm. Your Will ſhould ather's move. 
Cyd. ——— 22 — 
Alm. He found more Love than he deſerw'd, tis true, 
And that it ſeems is lucky too to ou; 
Your Father's Folly took a head-ſtrong Courſe, 
But Tl rule yours, and teach you Love by Force. 
Enter , 
Arm arm, O King, the Enemy comes on, 
A lf Aﬀfault alveady is ; 


Their m Guns on the Walls. 
. . 


vo of I have diſcharg d what Gratitude did owe, 
And the brave Spaniard is again my Foe. [Ex.Odm.andGuy. 
Mont. Our Walls are high, and Multitudes defend : 
Their vain Amangt mutis their Bas ond; 
The Nuptials wi Preſence ſhall be grac'd. 
Alib. At leaſt but ſtay till the Aſſault be paſt. 
Alm. Siſter, in vain urge him to delay, 
The King hes promtitl, ai ſhall obey. 
F — —— repell'd, 
2 . From $ U 
on only Quaner toth! Ak does ad 
ood, + but they are ſo few 
3 Meſ. des ATE en are 2 
They Death, not Victory 
. * 
1 deſerve. , 
I. Harn the of all the Town PII ſtay: 
And timely Succour where it wants convey. 
4 83 ter them, and one or two Spaniards. S 
ei yd thee > hol Dr 
| not * A 
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Orb. — O I am killd—— [Dies. 
Enter Guyomar and Odmar. 
Guy. Yield, generous Stranger, and preſerve your Life, 
Why chuſe you Death in this unequal Strife ? THe is beſet. 
[Almeria and Alibech fall on Orbellan's Body. 
Cort. What nobler Fate could any Lover meet ? 
I fall. d, and at my Miſtreſs Feet. 
[They fall on him and bear him down, Guyomar 
takes bis Sword. 
Alib. He's paſt Recovery; my dear Brother's ſlain, 
Fate's Hand was in it, and my 


is vain. 
Alm. In weak ints you vainly waſteyour Breath: 
2 are not Tears 


can revenge his Death, 
the Villain ſtraight. 
—— The Villains dead. 

Alm. Give me a Sword and let me take his Head. 


Mone. Though, Madam, for your Brother's Loſs I grieve, 


Tot bot nn ii 
Alm. —— His Murderer may live? 
"Twas his Misfortune, and the Chance of War. 


U muſt he die 
But can I then Almeria s Tears deny! 
Should any live whom ſhe commands to die ? 

Guy. who dares : He yielded on my Word ; 
And as my Pri 'ner, I reſtore his Sword ; [Gives bis Sword. 
His Life concerns the Gakzty or the Sute, 

a Debate. 


And Tl preſerve it for 
Mont. 
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Mont. Dar'ft thou rebel, falſe and degenerate Boy? 
That Being which I gave, I thus deſtroy. 
Offers te kill bim, Odmar feps between. 
Odm. My Brother's Blood I cannot fee you fpill, 


Since he prevents you but from doing ill. 
He is my Rival, but his Death would be 
For him too glorious, and too baſe for me. 

Guy. Thou ſhalt not conquer in this noble Strife : 
Alas, I meant not to defend my Life: 
Strike, Sir, you never pierc'd a Breaſt more true: 
Tis the laſt Wound Ie er can take for you. 
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TZSTSSSEL KESESZISESZS 
ACT IN. SCENE I. 


SCENE, A Priſm. 
Enter Almeria and an Indian, hey ſpeak entering 


Ind. Proof of I ſhow. 
a EEE Rand and ſhall never 
EE en en Sher 
"tis : 
Ind. See where he 
Cortez appears chain d and laid afleep. 
Alm. Without my coming wait: 
moans 4 
out a | 
7 FR thy fatal Hour is come: 2 
wn fy wn pt» Ln 
Revenge is ſure, though : 
Awake, awake, or froping rap thy hath 
Corte. Who Revenge? 


bY 


[Holds up the Dagger. 
I cannot kill thee ; l 


[Goes back. 
Why do I thus delay to make him Bleed? [M/ide. 
Can I want Courage for ſo brave a Deed ? | 
Pve ſhook it off ; my Soul is free from Fear, [Comes again. 
And I can now ſtrike any vbere but here: 
His Scorn of Death how y does it move 
A Mind fo haughty who chuſe but love! [Goes of: 
Plead not a Charm, or any God's Command, 
Alas, it is thy Heart that holds thy Hand : In 
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In ſpite of me I love, and ſee too late, 
My Mother's Pride muſt find my Mother's Fate. 
— — Thy Country's Foe, thy Brother's Murderer, 


For Shame, Almeria, ſuch mad 
It Wonnot be, if I once more come on: 


ts forbear : 


Cort. Does your 
To give me Death, till *tis prepar'd by Fear ? 
If you delay for that; forbear or ftrike, 
Fore-ſeen and ſudden Death are both alike. 
Alm. To ſhow my Love, would but increaſe his Pride ; 


Spaniard, 1 muſt confeſs I did expect _— 
ou could not meet your Death with ſuch negleQ ; 
r. ve you time: 

ou 


. 
. 


dert 


T 


>$5'Þ 
SHEET 


ual Virtue crown'd : 
claim, 


7 
K 
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Alm. A burning Bluſh has cover'd all my Face; 
Why am forc'd to publiſh my Diſgrace? 
What if I Love, you know it eannot be, 
And yet I bluſh to put the Caſe 'twere me. 
If I could love you, with a Flame fo true, 


I could —_— Hand my Brother 8 


out the reſt, I am diforder'd fo, 

I know not farther what to ſay or do: 

hut anſwer me to what you think I meant. 
Cort. Reaſon or Wit no Anſwer can invent: 

Of Words confus'd who can the Meaning find? 
Alm. Diſorder'd Words ſhow a diſtemper'd Mind. 
Core. She has oblig'd me fo, that could I chuſe, 

I would not Anſwer what I muſt refuſe. [Afede. 
Alm. —His Mind is ſhook ;—ſuppoſe I lov'd you, ſpeak; 

Would you for me Gydaria's Fetters break? 

Cort. Things meant in Jeft, no ſerious Anſwer need. 

Alm. But put the Caſe it were ſo indeed. 

Core. If it were ſo, which but to think were Pride, 
My conſtant Love would dangero + &do A 
8 Deat 
He whom you ſav d, . 
But I the moſt —— , 
Ere I knew yours, 2 
Tany own Lok Igrieve, DR 
You go a ng to a 8 
Vet could Ic as ſure I never can; 
1 

of Love once in 
Ae 95 

Alm. You conſtrued me arighi I was in Jeſt: 
And by that Offer meant to ſound your Breaſt: 
Which fince I find ſo conſtant to your Love, 

Will much my Value of your Worth improve. 

Spaniard aſſure yourſelf you ſhall not be 

Tis dangerous tough 10 rat 

.. 

Ao 


Core. In what aſtrange — — Een Kl. 
Morr than T with I bat, of all I wiſh bereft! 


In ag. we je ed, 


For even 
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Reſtleſs we wander to a new Deſire, 
And burn ourſelves by blowing up the Fire: 4 
We toſs and turn about our feveriſh Will, 5 
When all our Eaſe muſt come by lying till: 3 
For all the Happineſs Mankind can gain, 
Is not in Pleaſure, but in reſt from Pain. 

[Goes in, and the Scene cloſes upon him. 


SCENE Il. Chamber-Royal. 


Enter Montezuma, Odmar, Guyomar, and Alibech. 


Mont. My Ears are Deaf with this impatient Crowd. 
Odm. Their Wants are now mutinous and loud: 
The General's taken, but the Siege remains; 
And their laſt Food our dying Men ſuſtains. 
Nr tes arty — y left, I to this Hour 
Captive from Almeria s Power; 
Tae k. by you . 
do ſtill his Death prevent. 
4 That Ho pe * Him I have oft affail'd, 
Bux neither Threats no ndneſs have prevail d; 
Hiding our Wants, I offer'd to releaſe 
His Chains, and equally conclude a Peace: 
He fiercely anſwer d, I had now no Way 
But to ſubmit, and without Terms obey: 
Than he bo CO NN move 
14 a in Victory before: 
reply d, he could not make 
bog date Honour muſt 
Odm. Twice have I fally'd, . 
. Fare Core remains for wore 
el n m 
ne Freedom, though my 
1. — 


not upbraid ou that you 
Tho® Means eV with Honour us d: 
PU mb pon Fong 


. — 
[Exeunt Mont. and Odm. 
A. Ah me, what have I heard! ſtay Guyomar, 


. 


. to which yourſelf def gu d my Blgod. . 


SAA 3. SM 9H 


eee eee e885 
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Akib. You heard, and I well know the Town's Diſtreſs, 
Which Sword and Famine both at once oppreſs: 
Famine ſo fierce, that what's deny'd Man's Uſe, 

Even deadly Plants, and Herbs of Pois nous Juice 
Wild Hunger ſeeks; and to prolong our Breath, 
We ily devour our certain Death: 

The Soldier in th' Aſſault of Famine falls: 

And Ghoſts, not Men, are watching on the Walls. 
As Callow Bird 

Whoſe Mother's kilr d in ſeeking of the Prey, 

Cry in their Neſt, and think her long away ; 

And at each Leaf that ſtirs, each Blaſt of Wind, 
Gape for the Food which muſt never find: 

So cry the People in their Miſery. 

Guy. And what Relief can they expect from me? 

Alib. b way on parry call in the Foe: 
The Captive General your Defign may know : 

His noble Heart, to ever true, 
Knows how to as well as to ſubdue. 
Guy. What have heard I bluſh to hear: And grieve 
Words you ſpoke I muſt your Words believe; 
I todo this! I, 3 2 
To ſell my 2 CR _ 
All Thave done by _ foul Act 
And m t to 
15 ond dag waere. de ? 
To loſe your ou perſuade me to 
No, Madam, no, Tons — 
A Deed fo Ill, nor can you ſuffer it: 
"Tis but to try what Virtue you can find 
+ / Mae Her 


ba I plainly freak wy Virtue Th proferve 
But Virtue you too 


I lov'd not more than — Good, 
When for its Service I emp yy pon Fed 

But Things are Werd, 12 I am ftill the ſame, 

By different Ways fill moving to one Fame ; 


And by diſarmi ++ 14... A 
To fave the Town, 22 


70 th Þ Vice ae. 
In you 1s Virus v what is Vice in me. 


_— 


48 — Indian EMPEROR. 


Ali. That Il 'd which does Good 
Guy. The Good's uncertain, but the Ill is ſure. 
405 When Kings grow ſtubborn, ſlothful, or unwiſe, 


Exch private Man for publick Good ſhould riſe 


Guy. Take heed, — >= >=; — =" "hl accuſe 


Such Reaſons none but 1 
Thoſe who to Empire beet Packs af 
Still AT — — moſt 


Bur Kings by free Conſen heir 
facred Ties which — 
C 2 — Time reveal, 
None can be judge, where can be no 
Alib. In all Debates you plainly let me ſee 
You love your Virtue beſt but Odmar me: 


Go, your miſtaken Piety 


purſue : 
Til have from him, what is deny'd by you; 
With m 3 ſhall no more be grac'd, 
a nal was your laſt. 
Guy. Tie Gate e porn oh", heuer Minds 


But from Virtue's Rules I cannot part, 
Think I you with a bleeding Heart: 
'Tis hard with me whatever Choice I make; 
I muſt not Merit you, or muſt forſake : 

But in this ftrait, to Honour PI! be true, 

And leave my Fortune to the Gods and you. 


Now is the Time; be aidi 
From the Watch-Tower, above the 
I have diſcern'd the Foe ſecurely lye, 
Too proud to fear a beaten Enemy : 
Their careleſs Chiefs to the cool run, 
hey nent, to ſhade them from the Sun. 
A 1 News to none; 


Conde or the ame my own 


to Fate; 
eſtern Gate, 


Enter Odmar. 


Ali I read ſome welcome in his Eye: 
Prince Odmay comes: Pll fee if he'll deny. 


Odmar, I come to tell you pleafing News, 


I beg'd a Thing your did refuſe. Alib. 


I'S | 5 695 „ 


Make you more Juſt, and make you then more Kind: 


E Guy. and lf 


. 4 5 * 
AI » ew » coat 


Sar ds a of «. 
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Odm. The News both me, and grieves me too 


+ For nothing, ſure, ſhould be deny'd to you: 


But he was bleſt who might commanded be; 


> You never meant that Happineſs to me. 


Alib. What he refus'd, your Kindneſs might beſtow, 
But my Commands, ap 5 your Burden grow. 

Ode. Could I but burdenſome they prove, 
My Life would be immortal as my Love. 

Your Wiſh, e er it receive a Name, I grant. 

Alib. 'Tis to relieve your dying Country's Want; 
All hopes of Succour from your Arms is paſt, 

To fave us now you muſt our Ruin haſte ; 
Give up the Town, and to oblige him more, 
The Captive General's Liberty reſtore. 

Odm. You ſpeak to try my Love ; can you forgive 
50 ſoon, to let your Brother's Murderer live ? 

Alib. Orbellan, though my Brother, did diſgrace, 
With treacherous Deeds, our mighty Mother's Race ; 
And to revenge his Blood, ſo j & © ſpilt. 

What is it leſs than to partak his Guilt ! 
'Tho' my proud Siſter to 1 incline, 
I to my — s Good my own reſign. 

Odm. To fave our Lives, our Freedom I betray—— 

Yet fince I promis d it, I will obey ; 
Tl not my Shame nor your Commands iſpute : 
You ſhall behold our Crater abſolute. ¶ Exit Odmar. 

Aleb. I ſhould have thank'd him for his ſpeedy Grant; 
And yet I know not how, fit Words I want: 
Sure 2 in my Mind, 
That Joy this Grant ſhould bring I cannot find ; 

The one, denying; vex'd my Soul before ; 
5 this, obey in g hasdiſturl/q me more: 

he one, with Grief, and ſlowly did refuſe, 

Th other, in his Grant, much Haſte did uſe: 
ile us'd too much—and granting me ſo ſoon, 
He has the Merit of the Gift undone: 
_ Met t with wond'rous eaſe, he ſwallow d down 
His it Honour, to betray the Town: 
My inward Choice was. Guy»mar before, 
But now his Virtue bas confirm'd me more 
" ———] rave,..]rave, for Odmer will obey, 
And then my Promiſe muſt n oy Choice betray. 


Fantaſtick 


50 The INDIAN EMPEROR. 


* 2 thou __ ons a Toil N 

hyſelf, to make thy Love thy Virtue's Spoi | 
— [Exit Alibech. 
SCENE III. 


A pleaſant Grotto diſcover d: In it a Fountain ſpouting ; 
round about it Vaſquez, Pizarro and other — 
lying careleſiy unarm d, and by them many Indian Mo- 
men, one of which ſings the following Song. 

S O N G. 
Ah fading Foy! how quickly art thou paſt ? 
Yet we thy Ruin haſte. 
As if the Cares of human Life were few, 
We ſeek out new : 
And follow Fate, which would too faſt purſue. 
See how on ev'ry Bough the Birds expreſs, 
In their ſweet Notes, 0 Happineſs. 
7. enjoy, and nothing ſpare; 
Bug on their Mather Nature 15 * Care: 
Why then ſbould Man, the Lord of all below, 
As none 0 is Subjects undergo 
Hark, 21 the Waters fall, fall, fall, 
And with a — nd 
D „ upon the Ground, 
* To gentle Slumbers call. 


Aﬀter the Song two Spaniards ariſe and dance a Saraband 
with Caſtanietas: At the End of which, Guyomar 
and bis Indians enter, and ere the Spaniards can re- 
cover their Swords, ſeize them. 


Guy. Thoſe whom you took without, in triumph bring, 
But ſee theſe ſtraight conducted to the King. 

Piz. Vaſquez, what now remains in cer Extreams? 
Va. Only to wake us from our golden Dreams. 

Pig. Since by our ſhameful Conduct, we have loſt 
Freedom, Wealth, Honour, which we value moſt, 
I wiſh they would our Lives a Period give: 
They live too long, who Happineſs out-live. 
I Ind. See, Sir, how quickly your Succeſs is ſpread : 
The King comes marching in the Army's head. 


Emer 
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Enter Montezuma, Alibech, Odmar diſcontented. 


Mont. Now all the Gods reward and bleſs my Son : 
[ Embracing. 
Thou haſt this Day thy Father's Youth out-done. 
Alib. Juſt Heav'n all Happineſs upon him ſhower, 
Till it confeſs its Will beyond its Power. 
Guy. The Heav'ns are kind, the Gods propitious be, 
I only doubt a mortal Deity : 
neither Fought for Conqueſt, nor for Fame, 
- Your Love alone can recompence my Flame. 
Alib. 1 gave my Love to the moſt brave in War; 
But that the King muſt judge. 
Mont. Tis Guyomar. 
[Soldiers ſhout, A Guyomar, G. 
Mont. This Day your Nuptials we will celebrate; 
But guard theſe haughty Caprives till their Fate: 
Odmar, this Night to keep them be your Care, 
'To-morrow for their Sacrifice prepare. 
Alib. Blot not your Conqueſt with your Cruelty. 
Mont. Fate ſays we are not ſafe unleſs they die 
'The Spirit that foretold this happy Day, 
Bid me uſe Caution and avoid Delay : 
Poſterity be juſter to my Fame ; 
Nor call it Murder, when each private Man 
In his Defence may juſtly do the ſame : 
But private Perſons more than Monarchs can : 
| weigh our Acts, and whate'er ſeems unjuſt. 
Impute not to Neceſſity, but Luft. 
[Exeunt Montezuma, Guyomar, and Alibech. 
Odm. Loſt and undone! he had my Father's Voice, 
And Alibech ſeem'd pleas d with her new Choice. 
Alas, it was not new! too late I ſee, 
Since one ſhe hated, that it muſt be me. 
I feel a ſtrange Temptation in my Will 
To do an Action, gyeat at once and ill: 
Virtue ill- treated from my Soul is fled; 
I by Revenge and Love am wholly led: 
Yet Conſcience would againſt my Rage rebel 
—— Conſcience, the fooliſh Pride of doing well! 
Sink Empire, Father periſh, Brother fall, 
Revenge does more than recompence you all. 
CL ———Condud 
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Conduct the Priſoners in 


Enter Vaſquez, and Pizarro. 


Spaniards, you fee your own deplor'd Eſtate : 

What dare rw do 1. —— our Fate? L 5 
Vaſq. All that Deſpair wi urage join'd, can 
64. An eaſie way to Victory il ſhow: 

When all are buried in their Sleep or Joy, 

Tl give you Arms, burn, raviſh, and deſtroy; 

For my own ſhare one Beauty Idefign, 

Engage your Honour that ſhe ſhall be mine. 

Pigs. I gladly ſwear. 
Vaſgq. ——AndI ; but Irequeſt 

That, in return, one who has touch'd my Breaſt, 

Whoſe Name I know not, may be given to me. 

Odm. Spaniard, tis juſt ; ſhe's yours whoe'er ſhe be. 
Vaſq. The Night comes on: If Fortune bleſs the bold, 

I ſhall poſſeſs the Beauty. 

Piz. I the Gold. [Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE IV. A Priſon. 

Cortez diſcover'd bound: Almeria talking with him. 

Alm. I come not now your Conſtancy to prove, 
You may believe me when I fay I love. 

Cort. You have too well inſtructed me before 
In your 1 to believe 1 A 

Alm. I'm juſtly plagu'd by this your Unbelief, 
And am myſelf the Cauſe of my own Grief: 
But to beg Love, I cannot ſtoop ſo low; 
It 1s enough that you my Paſſion know ; 
"Tis in your Choice; love me, or love me not; 


I have not yet m I 
* [Lays hold on the Dagger. 


Cort. You menace me and court me in a Breath 
Your Cupid looks as dreadfully as Death. 

Alm. Your without, are vaniſh'd into Smoke 
Your Captains taken, and your Armies broke. 

Cort. In vain you urge me with my Miſeries: 
When Fortune falls, high Courages can riſe. 
Now ſhould I ch my Love, it wou'd appear 
Not the effect of Gratitude, but Fear. 


Alm. 


: 
+ 
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Alm. Tl to the King, and make it my Requeſt, 
Or my Command, that you may be releaſt ; 
And make you judge, when I have ſet u free, 


Who beſt deſerves your Paſſion, I, or ſhe. 


Cort. You tempt my Faith ſo generous a way, 
As without Guilt might Conſtancy betray : 
But Tm fo far from meriting Eſteem, | 
That if I judge, I muſt myſelf condemn ; 
Yet having you my worthleſs Heart before, 
What I muſt ne'er poſſeſs, I will adore ; 
Take my Devotion then this humbler way ; 
Devotion is the Love which Heav'n we pay. 
OO UKiffes her Hand. 
Enter Cydaria. 


Cyd. May I believe as Eyes! what do I ſee! 
Is this her Hate to him, his Love to me! 
'Tis in my Breaſt ſhe ſheaths her Dagger now. 
Falſe Man, is this the Faith? is this the Vow? [To him. 
Cort. What Words, dear Saint, are theſe I hear you uſe? 
What Faith, what Vows are thoſe which you accuſe ? 
Cyd. More cruel than the Tyger o'er his Spoil ; 
And falſer than the weeping Crocodile: 
Can you add Vanity to Guilt, and take 
A Pride to hear the Conqueſts which yau make ? 
Go publiſh your Renown, let it be ſaid 
You have a Woman, and that lov'd, betray'd. 
Cort. With what Injuſtice is my Faith accus'd 
Life, Freedom, Empire, TI at once refus'd ; 
And would again ten thouſand Times for you. 
Alm. She'll have too t Content to find him true ; 
And therefore ſince his Love is not for me, 
Tl help to make my Rival's Miſery. [ Afede. 
Spaniard, I never thought you falſe before: [To hin. 
ee — by - ? 
Keep the Soul no r in Suſpence, 
Your ms i ſuch as does not need Defence. 
Cort. Riddles like theſe I cannot underſtand ! 
Alm. Why ſhould you bluſh? ſhe ſaw you kiſs my Hand. 
Cd. Fear not, I will, while your firſt Love's deny'd, 
Favour your Shame, * Eyes aſide; by 
3 Y 
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My feeble : Topes in her Deſerts are loſt : 

I neither can ſuch Power nor Beauty boaſt : 

[ have no Tie upon you to be true, 

But that which looſen'd yours, my Love to you. 
Cort. Could you have heard my Words! 


d. Alas, what needs 
To hear your Words, when I beheld your Deeds? 
Cort. What ſhall I fay ! the Fate of Love is ſuch, 
That till it ſees too little or too much. 
That Act of mire, which does your Paſſion move, £ 
Was but a Mark of my Reſpect, not Love. | 
Alm. Vex not yourſelf Excuſes to prepare: 
For one you love not, is not worth your Care. 
Cort. Cruel Almeria, take that Life you gave; 
Since you but worſe deftroy me, while you fave. 
ad. No, Jet me die, and I'll my Claim refign ; 
For while I live methinks you ſhould be mine. 
Cort. The bloodieſt Vengence which ſhe could purſue, 
Would be a Trifle to my Loſs of you. : 
Od. Your Change was wiſe: For had ſhe been deny d, 
A ſwift Revenge had follow'd from her Pride: | 
You from my gentle Nature had no Fears, 
All my Revenge is only in my Tears. 
Cort. Can you imagine I fo mean could prove, 
To fave my Life by changing of my Love? 
ad. Since Death is that which nat rally we ſhun, 
You did no more than I, perhaps, had done. 
Cart. Make me not doubt, fair Soul, your Conſtancy ; 
You would have dy'd for Love, and ſo would I. 
Alm. You may believe him; you have ſeen it prov'd. 
rt. Can I not gain Belief how I have lov'd? 
What can thy Ends, malicious Beauty, be: 
Can he who kill'd thy Brother, live for thee ? 
[4 ws. of claſbing of Swords. 
| [Vaſquez within, Indians againſt him. 
Vaſg. Yield Slaves or die; our Swords force our 


- 
=" * k . 
* 2 2 Io w# wet. © 


way. [Within. 
Ind. We cannot, though o'er-power'd, our Truſt 
betray. [Witbin. 


Crt. Tis rr Voice, he brings me Liberty. 
"| Vaſqg. In ſpight of Fate Ill ſet my General free: ¶ Mitbin. 
Now Victo for us, the Town's our own. 

Alm. All Hopes of Safety, and of Love are gone : As 


* * 
* * * 
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As when ſome dreadful 'Thunder-Clap is nigh, 
The winged Fire ſhoots ſwiftly through the Sky, 
Strikes and conſumes, e'er ſcarce it does appear, 
And by the ſudden Ill, prevents the Fear: 
Such is my State in this amazing Woe, 
It leaves no Pow'r to think, much leſs to do. 
But ſhall my Rival live, ſhall ſhe enjoy 
That Love in Peace, I labour'd to deſtroy * [Afide. 
Cort. Her Looks grow black as a tempeſtuous Wind; 
Some raging Thoughts are rowling in her Mind. 
Alm. Rival, I muſt your Jealouhe remove, 
You ſhall, hereafter, be at reſt for Love. 
Od. Now you are kind. 
Alm. He whom you Love is true 
But he ſhall never be poſſeſt by you. 
[Draws ber Dagger, and runs toward; her. 
Cort. Hold, hold, ah barbarous Woman! fly, oh fly! 
Gad. Ah pity, pity, is no Succour nigh ! 
Cort. Run, run behind me, there you may be ſure, 
While I have Life, I will your Life ſecure. 
: [Cydaria gets behind him. 
Alm. On him or thee light Vengeance any where: 
[She flabs and hurts him. 
——— What have I done? I ſee his Blood appear! 
Gad. It ſtreams, it ſtreams from every vital Part: 
Was there no way but this to find his Heart ? 
Alm. Ah! curſed Woman, what was my Defign ! 
This Weapon's Point ſhall mix that Blood with mine ! 
[Goes to flab herſelf, and being within his reach 
he ſnatches the Dagger. 
Cort. Now neither Life nor Death are in your Power. 
Alm. Then ſullenly Pll wait my fatal Hour. 


Enter Vaſquez and Pizarro with drawn Swords. 


Vaſq. He lives, he lives. 
Cort. Unfetter me with ſpeed, 
Vaſquez, I ſee you troubled that I bleed: 
But tis not deep, our Army I can head. 
Vaſq. You to a certain Vi are led; 
Your Men all arm'd, ftand filently within: 
I with your Freedom, did the Work begin. 
Piz. What Friends we have,and how we came fo ſtrong, 
Well fofily tell you as we march along. Cort, 
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Cort. In this ſafe Place let me ſecure your Fear: [to Cyd. 
No claſhing Swords, no Noiſe can enter here. 

Amidſt our Arms as quiet you ſhall be, 
As Halcyons breeding on a Winter Sea. 

Gd. Lanes me not here alone, and full of Fright, 
Amidſt the Terrors of 8 — Night: 

You judge, alas, my Courage our own, 
[ — dor in Darknef 2 F 
beg, I throw me humbly at your Feet. 

Cort. You muſt not go where you may Dangers meet. 
TH unruly Sword will no Diſtinction make: 

And Beauty will not there give Wounds, but take. 

Alm. Then ſtay and take me with you; tho to be 
A Slave to wait upon your Victory. 

My Heart unmov'd, can Noiſe and Horror bear : 
Parting from you is all the Death I fear. 

Gere. Almeria, tis enough I leave you free: 
You neither muſt ſtay here, nor go with me. 

Alm. Then take my Life, that will my Reſt reſtore : 
*Tis all I aſk, for ſaving yours before. 

Gore. That were a s Return of Love. 

Alm. Yet, leaving it, you more inhuman prove. 

In bath Extreams I ſome Relief ſhould find: 
Oh either hate me more, or be more kind. 

Cort. Life of my Soul, do not my Abſence mourn : 
But chear your Heart in hopes of my return. [To Cyd. 
Your noble Father's Life ſhall be my Care ; 

And both your Brothers I'm oblig'd to ſpare. 

Cyd. Fate makes you deaf, while I in vain implore, 
My Heart forebodes I ne'er ſhall ſee you more: 

I have but one Requeſt, when I am dead, 
Let not my Rival to your Love ſucceed. 

rt. Fate will be kinder than your Fears foretell; 
Farewel, my Dear. 

Gd. A long and laſt Farewel : 

o eager to imploy the cruel Sword; 
Can you not one, not one laſt Look afford! 

Gre. I melt to womaniſh Tears, and if I ſtay, 

I find my Love my Courage will betray ; 
Yon Tower will keep you fafe, but be fo kind 
To your own Life, that none may entrance find. 

Gzd. Then lead me there [He lend. 4 

| or 
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For this one Minute of your Company, 
I go methinks, with ſome content to die. 
— Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro, and Cydaria. 
Alm. Farewel, O too much lov'd, ſince lov'd in vain! 
What diſmal Fortune does for me remain ! [Cola. 
Night and deſpair my fatal Foot-ſteps guide; 
That Chance may give the Death which he deny d. ¶ Exit. 


Cortez, Vaſquez, Pizarro, and Spaniards return again. 


Cort. All J hold dear, I truſt to your Defence? [To Piz. 
Guard her, and on your Life, remove not hence. 
[Exeunt Cortez and Vaſquez. 


Pig. TIl venture that 
The Gods are good; I'll leave her to their Care, 
Steal from my Poſt, and in the Plunder ſhare. Exit. 


AN N ITA 44444211 *⁹⏑—t˙ι 9 
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SCENE. A Cbamber-Royal, an Indian Hummacl 
diſcover' d in it. 
Enter Odmar with Soldiers, Guyomar and Alibech bound 


Odm. AT E is more juſt than you to my Deſert, 
And in this Act you blame, Heav'n takes my Part. 
Guy. Can there be Gods, and no Revenge provide ? 
Odm. The Gods are ever of the conquering Side : 
She's now my Queen, the Spaniards have agreed 

I to my Father's Empire ſhall ſucceed. 

4h. How much I Crowns contemn, I let thee ſee, 
Chuſing the younger, and refuſing thee. 

Guy. Were ſhe ambitious, ſhe'd diſdain to own 
The Pageant Pomp of ſuch a ſervile Throne; 

A Throne which thou by Parricide do'ſt gain, 
And by a baſe Submiſſion muſt retain. 

Ali 11lov'd thee not before ; but, Odmar, know 
That now I hate thee, and deſpiſe thee too. 

Odm. With too much Violence you Crimes purfue, 
Which if I ated, *twas for Love of you: 
This, if it teach not Love, may teach you Fear : 
[ brought not Sin ſo far, * here. 

4 


Death 
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Death in a Lover's Mouth would found but ill 
But know, I either muſt enjoy or kill. 
Alib. Beſtow, baſe Man, thy idle threats elſewherc, 
My Mother's Daughter knows not how to fear. 
Since, Guyomar, I muſt not be thy Bride, 
Death ſhall enjoy what is to thee deny'd. 
Odm. Then take thy Wiſh —— 
Guy. Hold, Odmar, hold: 
My Right in Alibech I will refign ; 
Rather than ſee her die, I'll fee her thine. 
Alib. In vain thou would'ſt reſign, for I will be, 
Ev'n when thou leav'ſt me, conſtant till to thee : 
That ſhall not ſave my Life: Wilt thou appear 
Fearful for her, u ho for herſelf wants Fear? 
Odm. Her Love to him ſhows me a ſurer way : 
I by her Love, her Virtue muſt betray: [ Ajige. 
Since, Alibech, you are ſo true a Wile ; [7 o ber. 
Tis in your Pow'r to fave your Huſband's Life 
The Gods by me, your Love and Virtue try: 
For both will ſuffer if vou let him die. 
Alib. I never can believe you will proceed 
To ſuch a black and execrable Deed. 
Odm. 1 only threatred you ; but could not prove 
So much a Fool to Murder what I love: 
But in his Death, I ſome Advantage ſee: 
Worſe than it is I'm ſure it cannot be. 
If you conſent, you with that gentle Breath 
Preſerve his Life: ii not, bchold his Death. 
{ Holds bis Sword to his Brea. 
Alib. What ſhall I do! 


Guy. What, are your Thoughts at ſiriſe 
About a Ranſom to preſerve my Lite ? 
Though to fave yours I did my Intereſt give, 
Think not when you were his, I meant to live. 
Alib. O let him be preſerv d by any way: {To Oda. 
But name not the foul Price which I muſt pay. | 
 Odm. You would, and would not, Il no longer ſtay. 
[Offers again to kill bim. 
Ali. I yield, I yield ; but yetere I am ill, 
An innocent Defire I would fulfil: 
With Guyomar I one chaſte Kiſs would leave, 
The firſt and laſt he ever can receive. 


Ou. 
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Odm. Have what you aſk: That Minute you agree 
To my Deſires, your Huſband ſhall be free. 

[ They unbind her, ſhe goes to her Huſband. 

Guy. No, Alibech, we never muſt embrace. 

[ He turns from her. 
Your guilty Kindneſs why do you miſplace ? 
Tis meant to him, he is your private Choice: 
I was made yours but by the publick Voice. 
And now you leave me with a poor Pretence, 
That your ill Act is for my Lite's Defence. 

Alib. Since there remains no other means to trv, 
Think I am falle ; I cannot fee you die. 

Guy. To give for me both Lite and Honour too. 

Is more, perhaps, than I could give tor you. 

You have done much to cure my Jeaioulic, 

But cannot perfect it unleſs both die 

For ſince both cannot live, who {tavs behind 
Muſt be thought fearful, or what's worſe, unkind. 

Alib. I never could 1 that Death you chuſe; 
But am, like you, too jealous to refuſe. [Embracing Hiri. 
Together dying, we together thow 
'That both did pay that Faith which both did owe. 

Odi. It then remains I act my own Deſign; 

Have you your Wills, but I will firſt have mine. 
Aſſiſt me, Soldicrs 


[They go to bind her : She cries our. 
Enter Vaſquez, and two Spaniards. 


Vaſq. Hold, Odmar, hold, I come in happy I ime 
To hinder my Misfortune, and your Crime. 

Odm. You ill return the Kindneſs I have ihown. 

Vaſqg. Indian, I ſay deſiſt. 

Odm. —— —Spaniard, begone. 

Vaſq. This Lady I did for myſelf deſign: 
Dare you attempt her Honour who is mine? 

Odm. You're much miſtaken ; this is the whom! 
Did with my Father's Loſs, and Country's buy: 
She whom your Promiſe did to me convey, 
When all Things elſe were made your common Prey. 

Vaſg. That Promiſe made, excepted one for me; 
One whom ſtill referv'd, and this is ſhe. 


Odmn. 


. ͤͤüp d mm 
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Odm. This is got the, you cannot be ſo bale. 
Vaſg. I love too deeply to miſtake the Face: 
The Vanquiſh'd muſt receive the Victor's Laws. 
Odm. It I am vanquiſh'd, I myſelf am Cauſe. 
Vaſg. Then thank yourſelf for what you undergo. 
Odm. Thus lawleſs Might does Juſtice overthrow. 
Vaſg. Traytors, like you, ſhould never Juſtice name. 
Odm. You owe your Triumphs to thatTraytor's Shame. a 
But to your General, Fil my Right refer. ' 
Vaſqg. He never will protect a Raviſher: 
His generous Heart will ſoon decide our Strife; 
He to your Brother will reſtore his Wife. 
It reſts we two our Claim in Combat try, 
And that with this fair Prize, the Victor fly. 
Odm. Make haſte, 
I cannot ſuffer to be long perplext: 
Conqueſt is my firſt Wiſh, and Death my next. 
[They fight, the Spaniards and Indians figh... 
Alib. The Gods the wicked by themſelves o'erthrow : 
All Fight againſt us now, and for us too. 
[Unbind; her Huſband. 
The two Spaniards, and three Indians kill each other, Vaſ- 
quez kills Odmar, Guyomar run: to his Brother s Sword 
Vaſg. Now you are mine; my greateſt Foe is lain. 
[To Alib. 
Guy. A greater ftill to vanquiſh does remain. 
Jag. Another yet! 
The Wounds I make, but ſow new Enemies; : 
Which from their Blood, like Earth-born Brethren riſe. 
Guy. Spaniard, take Breath: Some refpite T1! afford, I 
My Cauſe is more Advantage than your Sword. b 
Va. Thou art fo brave could it with Honour be, 
I'd ſeek thy Friendſhip, more than Victory. 
Guy. Friendſhip with him whoſe Hand did Odmar kill ! 
Baſe as he was, he was my Brother ſtill : 
And ſince his Blood has wath'd away his Guilt, 
Nature aſks thine for that which thou haſt ſpilt. 
[They fight a little and breathe, Alibech takes 
up & Sword and comes on. 
Alib. — Weakneſs may help ſomething in the Strife. 
Guy. Kill not my Honour, to preſerve my Liſe: 
= [Staying ber. 
Rather 
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Rather than by thy Aid Fll Conqueſt gain, 
Without 1 I wy bor be ſlain. * 
goes bac bt again, Vaſquez falls. 

Guy. Now, Spaniard, beg thy Life, and thou we 
Vaſq. Twere vain to aſk thee what thou canſt not give: 

My Breath goes out, and I am now no more; 

Yet her I lov'd, in Death I will adore. [ Dies. 
Guy. Come, Alibech, let us from hence remove ; 

This is a _ of Horror, not of Love. 

From every Part I hear a dreadful Noiſe: 

The Vanquiſh'd Crying, and the Victor's Joys. 

PI to my Father's Aid and Country's fly ; 

And Succour both, or in their Ruin die. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IL A Prifn. 


Montezuma, Indian High-Prieft, Bound; Pizarro, Spani- 
ards with Swords drawn, a Chriftian Prieſt. 


Piz. Thou haſt not yet diſcover'd all thy Store. 
Mont. I neither can nor will diſcover more: 
The Gods wilt puniſh you, if they be juſt; 
The Gods will plague your facrilegious Luft. 
Chr. Prieſt. Mark how this impious Heathen juſtifies 
His own falſe Gods, and our true God denies : 
How wickedly he has refus'd his Wealth, 
And hid his from Chriſtian Hands, by ſtealth : 
Down with him, kill him, merit Heav'n thereby. 
Ind. High Pr. Can Heav'n be Author of ſuch Cruelty? 
Piz. Since neither Threats nor Kindneſs will prevail, 
We muſt by other means your Minds affail ; 


Faſten the ines; ſtretch em at their length, 
And pull the ſtraĩtned Cords with all your ſtrength. 
[They faften them to the Rack, and then pull them. 
Mont. The Gods, who made me once a King, ſhallknow 

I ſtill am worthy to continue ſo: 

Tho now the Subject of your Tyranny, 

Pl you worſe than you can puniſh me. 

Know I have Gold, . fhall never find, 

No Pains, no Tortures unlock my Mind. 
Chr. Pr. Pull harder yet ; he does not feel the Rack. 
Mont. Pull till my Veins break, and my Sinews crack. 

| Ind High Pr. Whenwillyouendyour barb rousCruelty? 

1 beg not to eſcape, I beg to die, Ment. 
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Mont. Shame on thy Prieſthood that ſuch Pray'rs can 


brin 

Is it not — to ſuffer with thy King? 
When Monarchs ſuffer, Gods themſelves bear Part; 
Then well my thou, who but my Vaſſal art: 
I charge thee, dare not groan, ___ 
Thou at thy Torments doſt the leaſt 

Ind. High Pr. You took an Oath, Lyon receiv'd 

your Crown, 

The Heav'ns ſhould pour their uſual Bleſſi ings down; 
The Sun ſhould ſhine, the Earth its Fruits produce, ' 
And nought be wanting to your Subjects 1 
Vet we with Famine were oppreſt, and now 
Muſt to the Voke of cruel Maſters bow. 

Mont. If thoſe above, who made the World, could be 
Forgetful of it, why then blam'ſt thou me? 

Gr. Pr. Thoſe Pains, O Prince, thou ſuffereſt now, 

are hight, 

Compar'd to thoſe, which when thy Soul takes flight, 
Immortal, endlets, thou muſt then endure, 
Which Death begins, and Time can never cure. 

Mont. I hou art deceiv'd : for whenſoe'er I die; 
The Sun, my Father, bears my Soul on high: 
He lets me down a Beam, and mounted there, 
He draws it back, and pulls me through the Air: 7 
I in the Eaſtern Parts, and riſing Sk 
Yon in Heav'n's Downfal, and the Weſt muſt he. 

Chr. Pr. Fond Man, by Heathen Ignorance miſled. 
Thy Soul 8 —— thy Body's dead; 
Change yet thy Faith, and buy eternal Reſt. | a 

Ind th 5 Pr. Die in your o for our Relief is beſt. | 
| ſeeking ineſs 780 both agree, 
. — the Search, of aths ſo different be, 
That all Religions with each other fight, 
While only one can lead us in the Right. 
But till that one hath ſome more certain Mark, 
Poor human Kind muſt wander in the Dark ; 
And ſuffer Pains eternally below, 
For that, which here we cannot come to know. 

Chr. Fr. That which we worſhip, and which you believe, 
* 3 both receive: ay 


| 


3 


The Indian EMPEROR. 62 


All under various Names, Adore and Love 
One Power immenſe, which ever rules above. 
Vice to abhor, and Virtue to purſue, 
Is both believ'd and taught by us and you: 
But here our Worſhip takes another way 
Mont. Where both agree, tis there moſt ſafe to ſtay : 
For what's more vain than publick Light to ſhun, 
And ſet up Tapers while we ſee the Sun? 
Chr.Pr. Though Nature teaches whom we ſhould adore, 
By Heav'nly Beams we ſtill diſcover more. 
Mont. Or this muſt be enough, or to Mankind 
One equal Way to Bliſs is not deſign'd. 
For though ſome more may know, and ſome know leſs, 
Yet all muſt know enough for Happineſs. 
Chr. Pr. If in this middle way you till pretend 
To ſtay, your Journey never will have end. 
Mont. *Howe'er tis better in the midſt to ſtay, 
Than wander farther in uncertain Way. 
Chr. Pr. But we by Martyrdom our Faith avow. 
Mont. You do no more than I for ours do now, 
To prove Religion true—— 
If either Wit or Sufferings would ſuffice, 
All Faiths afford the Conſtant and the Wiſe: 
And yet ev'n they, by Education fway'd, 
In Age defend what Infancy obey'd. 
Chr. Pr. Since Age by erring Child-hood is miſled, 
Refer yourſelf to our un-erring Head. 
Mont. Man, and not err! what Reaſon can you give? 
Chr. Pr. Renounce that carnal Reaſon, and believe. 
Mont. The Light of Nature ſhould I thus betray, 
"I were to wink hard that I migha ſee the Day. 
Chr. Pr. Condemn not yet the way you do not know; 
Fll make your Reaſon judge what way to go. 
Mont. Lis much too late for me new Ways:to-take,'/ 
Who have but one ſhot Step of. Life to ma: 
Piz. Increaſe their Pains, the Cords are yet too ſlack. 
Chr, Pr. I muſt by Force convert him on the Rack. + 
Ind. High Pr. I faint away, and find I can no more: 
Give leave, O King, I may reveal. thy Store, 
And free myſelf from Pains I cannat bear. 1 del 
Mont. Thinbiſt thou I lye on Beds of Roſes he 


- 
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Or in a wanton Bath, ſtretch'd at my Eaſe ? 
Die, Slave, and with thee die ſuch Thoughts as thefe. 
[High Prieſt turns afide and dies. 


Enter Cortez attended by Spaniards, he ſpeaks entring. 


Cort. On Pain of Death, kill none but thoſe who fight ; 
I much repent me of this bloody Night: 
Slaughter grows Murder when it goes too far, 
2 a Maſſacre what was _ 
our Weapons, and in Silence move, 
"Tis revel have to Beauty, and to Love. 
Hai ——- [Sees Montezuma. 
What diſmal Sight is this, which takes from me 
All the Delight that waits on Victory! 
[Runs to take him off the Rack. 
Make haſte: How now, Religion, do you frown ? 
Haſte, holy Avarice, and help him down. 
Ah Father, Father, what do I endure [Embracing Mont. 
To fee theſe Wounds my Pity cannot cure! 


f go 
Which did in Spani Camps ſeverely ſhine : 
Accurſed Gold, 2 haſt caus'd theſe Crimes ; 
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[Cortez kneels by Montezuma, and weeps- 
Cort. Can you forget thoſe Crimes they did commit ? 
Mont. TIl do what for my Dignity is fit: 
Riſe, Sir, Fm ſatisfy'd the Fault was theirs : 
Truft me, you make me weep to ſee your Tears: 
Muſt I chear you? | 

Cort. Ah — 

Mont. You're much to blame; 

Your Grief is cruel, for it ſhews my Shame, 
Does my loſt Crown to my Remembrance bring : 
But weep not you, and Tl be ſtill a Kin 

You have forgot, that I your Death defign'd, 
To fatisfy the proud Almeria's Mind: 

You, who preſerved my Life, I doom'd to die. 

Cort. Your Love did that, and not your Cruelty. 

Enter a Spaniard. 

Span. Prince Guyomar the Combat ſtill maintains, 
Our Men retreat, and he their Ground regains : 
But once 1 by our Gen'ral's Sight, 

We boldly ſhould renew the doubtful Fight. 
Cort. not hence, you ſhall not 


[To 
TIl aid my Soldiers, yet my Friend. 
Mont. Excellent Man! > [Exit Cortez, &c. 
But I, by Living, poorly take the Way 
To injure 


which I cannot pay. 
Enter Almeria. 


Alm. Ruin and Death run arm'd through every Street ; 
And yet that Fate I ſeek, I cannot meet: 
What Guards Misfortunes are and Miſery ! 
Death that ſtrikes all, yet ſeems afraid of me. 
Mont. Almeria here! O turn away your Face ! 
Muſt you be Witneſs too of my Di ? 
Alm. I am not that Almeria whom you knew, 
But want that Pity I deny d to you: 
Your Conqueror, alas, vanquiſh'd me ; 
But he refuſes his own Victory: 


While all are es in your uer d State 
2 ; 


attend : 
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Mont. Could'ſt thou thy Love on one who ſcorn'd thee 
He ſaw not with my Eyes who could refuſe: [loſe ? 
Him who could prove ſo much unkind to thee, 

I ne'er will ſuffer to be kind to me. 

Alm. I am content in Death to ſhare your Fate; 
And die OM T love, with him I hate. 

Mont. What ſhall I do in this perplexing Streight ! 
My tortur'd Limbs refuſe to dow ing Weight: * 

[Endeawouring to walk, not being able. 
I cannot go to Death to ſet * 1 
Death muſt be kind, and come himſelf to me. 
Alm. I've thought upon tt, I have Affairs below, 
| [Almeria mufing. 
Which I muſt needs diſpatch before I go: 
Sir, I have found a Place where you may be, [To bin. 
(Though not preſerv'd) yet like a King die free: 
The General left your Daughter in the Tower, 
We may a while reſiſt the Spaniards Power, 
If Guyomar prevail. 
Mont. Make haſte and call ; 
She'll hear your Voice, and anſwer from the Wall. 
Alm. My Voice ſhe knows and fears, but uſe your own. 
Andtogain Entrance, feign you are alone. Alm ſteps behind. 

Mont. Cydaria ! 

Alm. —— Louder. 

Mont. —— Daughter! 

Alm. —— Louder yet. 


Mont. Thou canſt not, ſure, thy Father's Voice forget. 


[He knocks at the Door, at laſt Cydaria looks over 
the Balcony. 
Od. Since my Love went, I have been frighted fo, 
With diſmal Groans, and Noiſes from below; 
I durft not ſend my Eyes abroad, for fear 


Cyd. —— Sure, 'tis my Father calls. 
Mont. —— Dear Child, make haſte ; 


Sees the high Sea come rolling from afar, 
The Land s ſhort, he mends his weary Pace, 
behind him covers all the Place : 


7 
1 
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So I by ſwift Misfortunes am purſu'd, 
| Which on each other, are like Waves renew'd. 
o Gad. Are you alone? 
Mont. I am. 
| Cyd. —— ll ftreight deſcend ; 
| Heav'n did you here for both our Safeties ſend. 


f [Cydaria deſcend; and opens the Door, Almeria ruſbes 
| betwixt with Montezuma. 
3 Sd. Almeria here! then Iam loſt again. [Both thruſt. 

Alm. Yield to my Strepgth, you ſtruggle but in vain. 
Make haſte and ſhut, our Enemies appear. 

[Cortez and Spaniards appear at the other End. 

Od. Then do you enter, and let me ſtay here. 

[ 4s 2 ſpeaks, Almeria over-porvers ber, thruſts 
in, and ſbuts. 
f Cort. Sure I both heard her Voice, and ſaw her Face, 
b She's like a Viſion vaniſh'd from the Place. 
| Too late I find 1 was too long; 
My Hopes grow ſickly, and my Fears grow ſtrong, 
[He knocks a little, then Montezuma, Cydaria, and 
Almeria appear above. 
An. Look up, look up, and fee if you can know 
Thoſe, whom in vain you think to find below. 
Gd. Look up and fee Gdaria's loſt Eſtate. 

Mont. And caſt one Look on Montezuma 2 Fate. 

Grt. Speak not ſuch diſmal Words as wound my Ear: 
Nor name Death to me, when Gydaria's there. 
Deſpair not, Sir ; who knows but conquering Spain 
May Part of what you loſt reſtore again ? 

Mont. No, Spaniard; know, he who to Empire born, 
Lives to be leſs, deſerves the Victor's Scorn : | 
Kings and their Crowns have but one Deſtiny : 

Pow'r is their Life ; when that expires, they die. 
Gd. What dreadful Words are theſe ! 
Mont. Name Life no more ; 
Tis now a Torture worſe than all I bore: 
Tl not be brib'd to ſuffer Life, but die, 8 
In ſpight of your miſtaken Clemency. 
I was your Slave, and I was uſed like one; 
The 8 continues, when the Pain is gone: 
But fm a King while this is in my Hand — [ His Sword. 
He wants no Sablects who can Death co mmand: 


You 
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You ſhould have ty'd him up, t have conquer'd me, 
But he's ſtill mine, and thus he ſets me free [Stabs himſelf. 
- Oh —__ dear Father ! 
break ope the Door. 


> 4 When char! that is forced, there yet remain two more. 
[The Soldiers break open the firſt Door, and go in. 
We ſhall have time enough to take our Way, 


Ere any can our fatal Journey ſta 
Mont. Alread mine s pſt 0 Pow'rs divine 

Take m a Thanks r I repine: 

- ght 0e ya nog Soy ps to mourn, 
ſome would pity me, but more would ſcorn ! 

For Pity only on freſh Objects ſtays : 

But with the tedious Sight of Woes decays. 

Still leſs and leſs my boiling Spirits flow ; 

And I ſtiff as cooling Metals do: 

F » Almeria—— Dies. 


Gd. —— He's gone he's 
And leaves poor —— — 


Alm. You ſhall not long be fo: — — 
That you may bear your Father Compan 

Oh name not Death to me; 5. — ;ht me fo, 
That with the Fear I ſhall prevent the 


I know 223 ham to deiray 
A ting igen met as I. 
thy cruel Thirſt of Blood, 
Ah! den ros Wonen Woman! that's too good, 
Too mild for thee : There's Pit in that Name, 
But thou haſt loft thy P 4 4 with thy Shame. 
» Your cruel have piere'd me tothe Heart; 
oy Rival Fll revenge my Smart. 
b fla your Hand, and to redeem my Fault, 


men the I We 
That T + wt + or that Heart cer thought. 
Dear —— Sweet —— 


Alm. . 
Lou act your Kindneſs on Cydaria's Score. 
Gd. For his dear fake let me my Life receive. 
Alm. Fool, for his fake alone you muſt not live: 
comms new'mp y Joy ; he's not for me, 
make ſure he ne'er ſhall be for thee. 
d. But what's my Crime? 
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Alm. Tis — where I love. 

Cyd. Your own Example does my Act approve. 

Alm. "Tis ſuch a 2 2 forgive. 

d. How can I mend, unleſs you let me live? 

I yet am tender, young, and full of Fear, 
And dare not die, but fain would tarry here. 

Cort. If Blood you ſeek, I will my own reſign: 
O ſpare her Life, and in exchange take mine. 

Alm. The Love you ſhew but haſtes her Death the more. 

Cort. Til run, and help to force the inner Door. 

Alm. Stay, Spaniard, ſtay, depart 5 any; 22 

Stay, Spaniard, A not from m es: 
That Fu 4h that I loſe — Sight, ſhe dies. 2 
To look on you I'll grant a ſhort Reprieve. 

Cort. O make your Gift more full, and let her live: 
I dare not go; and yet how dare I ſtay! 

Her I —_ ſave, I murder either way. 

Cyd. Can you be fo bard-hearted, to deſtroy 
My ripening Hopes, that are fo near to Joy? 

I juſt approach to all I would poſſeſs: 
Death only ſtands twixt me and ineſs. 

Alm. Your Father, with his Life, has loſt his Throne: 
Your Country's Freedom and Renown is gone. 

Honour requires your Death: You muſt obey. 

Gd. Do you die firſt ; and ſhew me then the way. 

Alm. Should you not follow, my Revenge were 

d. Then rife again, and fright me wi + + wu 

Alm. I will not truſt to that, Death I chuſe, 
Pl! not leave you that Life which I refuſe: 

If Death's a Pain, it is not leſs to me; 

And if tis nothing, tis no more to thee. 

But hark! the Noiſe increaſes from behind, 

They're near, and may prevent what I deſign'd: 

Take there a Rivals Gi — Ber. 

rt. Perdition ſeize thee for fo black a 

Alm. Blame not an Act which did _— 
Il thus revenge thee with this fatal Blow ; [Stabs ber ſelf. 
Stand fair, and let my Heart-blood on thee flow. 

Od. Stay Life, and keep me in the chearful Light; 
Death is too black, and dwells in too much Night. 
Thou leav'ft me, Life, but Love ſupplies thy Part, 
And keeps me warm by ling'ring in my. Heart: 


Yet 


— — 


70 The Indian EMPEROR. 


Yet dying for him, I thy Claim remove ; 

How dear it coſts to conquer in my Love! 

Now ſtrike: That Thought, I hope, will arm my Breaft. 
Alm. Ah with what ditfering Paſſions am I preſt ! 
Cyd. Death, when far off, did terrible appear ; 

But looks lefs dreadful as he comes more near. 

Alm. O Rival, I have loft the Power to kill ; 

Strength hath forſook my Arm, and Rage my Will: 

I muſt furmount that Love which thou haſt ſhown : 

Dying for him is due to me alone. 

Thy Weakneſs ſhall not boaſt the Victory, 

Now thou ſhalt live, and dead Pl conquer thee : 

Soldiers, aſſiſt me down. | 

[Exeunt from above led by Soldiers, and enter both 
led by Cortez. 


Cort. Is there no Danger then ? [To Cydaria. 

Gd. You need not fear 
My Wound, I cannot die when you are near. 

Cort. You for my ſake, Life to Cydaria give; [To Alm. 
And I could die for you, if you might live. 

Alm. Enough, I die content, now you are kind; 
KilFd in my Limbs, reviving in my Mind: 
Come near, Cydaria, and forgive my Crime. 

1 2 farts back. 

You need not fear my Rage a ſecond Time: 
Ill bathe your Wounds in Tears for my Offence : 
That Hand which made it, makes this Recompence. 


I would have join'd you, 
You will, too ſoon poſſeſs him when I die. 

Cort. She faints, O ſoftly ſet her down. 

Alm. —— Tis paſt! 
In thy lov'd Boſom let me breathe my laſt. 
Hive in this one hort Moamint Gat T ive, | 
I have whate'er the longeſt Life could give [Dies. 


ve 

Cort. Farewel, thou generous Maid: Ev'n Victory, 
as it is, muſt lend ſome Tears to thee : 

Many I dare not ſhed, left you believe [To Cydaria. 
Joy in you leſs than for her I grieve. 

d. are you ſure ſhe's dead? 
n before I know 

my Li yet ſecure or-no: 


Whether 
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Some other Hour I will to Tears allow ; 
But having you, can ſhew no Sorrow now. 


Enter Guyomar and Alibech bound, with Soldiers. 


Cort. Prince Guyomar in Bonds! O Friendſhip's Shame! 
It makes me bluſh to own a Victor's Name. 

[Unbinds him, Cydaria, Alibech. 

Od. See, Alibech, Almeria hes there: 

But do not think *twas I that murder'd her. | 
[Alibech kneels and kiſſes her dead Sifler 
Cort. Live, and enjoy more than your Conqueror : 
| [To Guyomar. 
Take all my Love, and ſhare in all my Power. 

Guy. Think me not proudly rude, if I forſake 

Thoſe Gifts I connot with my Honour take: 
I for my Country fought, and would again, 
Had I yet left a Country to maintain : 

But ſince the Gods decreed it otherwiſe, 

I never will on its dear Ruins riſe. 

Alib. Of all your Goodneſs leaves to our diſpoſe, 
Our Liberty's the only Gift we chuſe: 

Abſence alone can make our Sorrows leſs ; 
And not to ſee what we can neer redreſs. 

Guy. Northward, beyond the Mountains we will go, 
Where Rocks lie cover'd with eternal Snow, 
Thin Herbage in the Plains and fruitleſs Fields, 
The Sand no Gold, the Mine no Silver yields: 
There Love and Freedom we'll in Peace enjoy; 
No Spaniards will that — deſtroy. 

We to ourſelves will all our Wiſhes grant; 
And _— coveting can nothing want. 

Cort. Firſt, your great Father's Funeral + | 
That done, in Peace your generous Exiles guide ; 
While I loud Thanks pay to the Powers above, | 
Thus doubly bleſt, with Conqueſt, and with Love. 

N . ____ [Exeunt, 


'EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE. 


By a Mzxcury. 


all and fingular in this full Meeting, 
Ladies and Gallants, Phœbus ſends ye greeting. 
To all bis Sons by whate'er Title known, 
Whether of Gourt, or Goffee-Houſe, or Town ; 
From bis moſt mighty Sens, wwhoſe Confidence 
b plac'd in leſiy Sound, and humble Senſe, 
Een to bis little Infants of the Time, 
Who write new Songs, and truft in Tune and Rhyme. 
Bet known that Phœbus (being daily griev'd 
To fee good Plays condemn'd, and bad receiv d) 
Ordains your Judgment upon ev'ry Cauſe, 
Henceferth be limitted by wholeſome Laws. 
He firſt thinks fit no Sonnetteer advance 
His CGenſure, farther than the Song or Dance. 
Your Wit Burleſque may one Step higher climb, 
And in his Sphere may judge all Doggrel Rhyme : 
All Proves, and Moves, and Loves, and Honours tos. 
All that appears high Senſe, and ſcarce is low. 
As for the Coffee-wits be ſays not much, 
Their proper Bus neſs is to damn the Dutch: 
To damn all others, and cry up their own. 
Laſt, for the Ladies, tis Apollo: Will 
They ſbould have Power to ſave, but not to kill 
Nr Love and be long fince have thought it fit, 
mu live by Beauty, Beauty reign by Wit. 
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